LETTER FROM THE GARDEN 
Write to us, you individual Greens. 
March 13 


Two days in a row of completely cloudless blue sky. 
Sunshine. That warm smell in the air that dances tantalizingly 
under a March wind. Can it be that Spring has remembered us 
after all? The magnolia tree out front has budded. The 
daffodils under Linda's windows are up and at attention, waiting 
for the word. 

As for me, I am itching to get my hands into some earth. 

To start my garden. This year I plan to grown just flowers. 

I get dizzy at the decadence of it. I know what I want to plant 
and where. I want to bring cut flowers in all summer long. 

I want to debate about it: zinnias or snapdragons? Daisies or 
gladiola? Hmm. Like other GSAC gardeners, this will be my third 
Summer with strawberries. Each year the patch grows larger and 
yields more berries. Which, unfortunately, attracts the birds, 
so some netting is required. If you go out to the garden early 
enough, you can sometimes startle a bunch of bluebirds. 

Speaking of birds, I've had a recent sighting of Mary, the 
female half of the cardinal couple that lives in the Queen Lane 
yards along the driveway. Her mate is Claude, and he talked me 
through a rough Spring two years ago, as I lay out in the 
hammock (now stolen) morning after morning. There is a younger 
couple I call Harold and Maude, but I see them less frequently. 
I'm not sure how territorial cardinals are. 

I like the mundane wildlife of the urban garden/yard 
setting. Squirrels are entertaining, sparrows, robins, and 
other birds have a whole noisy, busy society. The mice are cute- 
-outside of course--and we even get the occasional possum and 
raccoon. Perhaps the pigeons are boring, but the crows are big 
and raucous. Summer will bring crickets a, and, sadly, the 
cicada that will signal its end. At 28, cicada still make me a 
little tense because I'm sure school is starting soon. 

If watering weren't a problem, we really should plant things 
along the nice new retaining wall. Still, the garden will keep 
me busy, I'm sure. Looking forward to planting makes me aware of 
the rightness of things in their season. Of the joy of 
anticipation. The garden here is a success in that it is a 
wonderful place of communing--with yourself, with others, and 
with whatever larger spirit moves you. As the Irish have it: 


"The kiss of the sun for pardon. 

The songs of the birds for mirth. 

You are nearer God's heart in a garden 
Than anywhere else on earth." 


-Camilla 


